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- MORNING-EXERCI 
AT AN END. 


ND now the Ark is falling is there ne'r 
An Uzza left, of ſo many that dare 

Lend an obſequious hand, or hath of late 
The London Clergy met with Ely's Fate ? 


Where is the Dapper Hero ? where is he 

That danc'd before the Ark 1ſo merrily 

But tother day, or doth he nor reſent 

The Ark, that did defend the Covenant ? 

Say are the Presbyterian Champions fled ? 

Is ſturdy Vines, and thundering Marſhall dead ? 

Or do they now deſert their Caule, or be 

They (with Cornel/izs and his Company) 

Caſhier'd, exploded,and disbanded all ? 

What ne'ra Rendeſyourz Provincial ? 

Go knock at S:0n Colledge, ack for Mur, 

See what's become of Good old Simeon, 

And weeping Jeremy, than ſearch the Signs 

For Spurſtow, Fackgon, and the Club Divines, 

TelFem the Ark is falling, and will be 

'Thout their Aſſiſtance loſt eternally. 

Time was my Maſters you could draw a (word, 

Beat Drums, ſound Trumpets, and then fall abord 

The Enemy,mount the next Pulpit thence, 

Curſe Meros for his {loth and negligence, 

Stand ſtifly co the Cauſe, never give o'er, 

Witneſle your Brother Aſo at Marſenmore. 

Time was when you could fight with lips & hands, 

Could turn your Claſſes into Trained Bands, 

Thence,go a trouping to the neighbouring Towns, 

For ſwords and gantlcts, barter Scarfes and Gowns, 

Court places of Command, {wop braſs for ſteel, 

Make Robbin leave his Plow and Jug her wheel, 

Ferret ont of their holes each Mothers ſon 

On the ſtrict pennance of damnation ; 

But now the Ark 1s falling, now the vile 

And ſordid Rabel threaten to diſpoil 

| Reach ſacred Gem and ornament, 

 TheRod for Azronand the Covenant ; 

The pot of Money, and the golden Rings, 

The Bowls,the Spoons,the Lamps and other things 

She juſtly claims as hers, and only be 

The Monuments of priſtine Charity ; 

Now that the ſwearing and debauched ſpark 

Vow's that He'l make a Dagon of the Arh, , 

Hew 1t to pieces, not a ſhred or bit, 

Nor the leaſt Attome ſhall remain of it; 

| But every fragment of it ſhall be thrown 

Into the deep gulf of Oblivion ; 

How can you hold your peace and not expreſſe 

A Cruelty great as the Wickednefle ? 

Methinks I hear the Eccho of your Cry, 

. Oulſethe Ark not ſo inhamanely ! 
What fault, what faQ,what miſchief hath it done, 

"Twas never friend to ſuperſtition, 

Or ſacriledge, though | nk ally'd to Hell 

Avouch the Ark roſe as the Temple fell ? 
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Manner they treat the Exerciſe, you could 
Not poſlibly be filent though you would. 
Saith one, (and than he ſmiles) it was my Fate 
To meet the Ark laſt week at Cripplegate 3 
Then 'twent upoa its laſt legs,tother day 

\ Twas bury'd at Sepulcbres others ſay » 

It had been ſo indeed a third Replies, 

But that ſome did deny it Oblequies 

And Sepulture,deeming it fitter that 

It ſhould be brought forth to the City gate 
There to expire its laſt, and die, for ſo 
Notorious MalefaCtors uſe to doe. 

A fourth will break a jeſt, he therefore cries 
Piſh *twas Tradiskins Ark of Novelties | 

A fift fteps in and ſwear's that it was one 

Of the grand ſecdplots of Rebellion, 

The Trojan Horſe out of whole fatal fide 
Cohorts of armed Men did lately flide, 

That did moleſt, indanger, and annoy 

The Brittiſh Kingdoms, and our Exgli/h Troy. 
Good Lord how many men have left their wives 
Their pretty babies, ventured their lives ! 
Taught by the Ark that they mutt both diſpcnſe 
With Lite and Liberty for Conſcience 

And purity, I can remember wel | 

The Ark was than the London Oracle: 

How have I ſeen the haſty Prentiſe fling 

His Apron off, the Brewer leave his (ling ; 
The Shoemaker his AU, his wife and friend 
Forſake his Laft perhaps to find his End ; 
Weavers their Shuttles break, the Dyers yow 
They'l trade in none but ſcarlet colours now ; 


» 


The Merchant piſheth at ſuch civil rife, 

Ccorns now aleſler Venture than his Lite ; 

All ſorts and ranks of men wil now begon, 

Fach doth deſert his Occupation. 

Thus was our Ark for the firſt ſeven years 

Not carried upon ſtaves, but ſwords and ſpears. 
In comes the laſt, bue more ingeniouſly, 

Now that the waters are aſlwag'd ſaith he, 

Now that the hills and mountains gin to peep 
Out of the boſome of the ſilent deep; 

And ſhew themſelves, now that the Royal Dove 
Hath brought an Olive branch of peace and Love, 
Vow's that he wil have every petty crime | 
And injury drown'd in the ſea of Time, 

O Let us all (from firſt and laſt conclude 

(ln token of our joy and gratitude,) 

To ſplit the Ark ro pieces, may it ne'r ſtand 


| A Monument of Gods revenging hand, 


And our Offences,or if ts worth our pains, 
Let us build Altars out of its remains, 


| Where with devorton and folemanities, 


Offer we Loyal hearts in ſacrifice ! 


Saw but you how the ſcoffing multitude | 
Deride the Ark;, in what a ſcurvy rude 
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THF DOWN-FALL or Tus ARK. 


